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FIELDING AND TOM JONES.* 





A MISCHANCE prevented our receiving the first of these volumes till 
a period so late in the month, that we postponed our mention of it, 
till we could notice the two together. They give us Tom Jones 
complete, with designs by Cruikshank, (see the Fine Arts in our 
present number), and the celebrated sketch of Fielding’s head, 
done from memory by Hogarth, assisted by the admirable mimicry 
of his friend Garrick. Hogarth was doubting whether he could 
remember the face well enough, when Garrick said he would try 
and help him, and immediately drew such a likeness in the wonder- 
ful mirror of his own face, as enabled the painter to do what was 
desired. We ourselves can bear testimony to the resemblance, for 
we have seen Fielding’s son, who was reckoned like his father, and 
the son was so like this sketch, that he always reminds us of it. 
He had a similar cast of features, and the same look of good-na- 
ured raillery, aud luxurious indolence, not without the implication 
of a good original stock of physical vigour. We remember hearing 
him pay a compliment to Erskine in a court of justice, and seeing 
the other’s eyes sparkle with delight, as if the compliment had been 
hereditary. We believe he was but an indolent barrister, reposing 
on a good-tempered constitution, and his father’s fame. Like his 
father, he ended in being a magistrate, and gouty. Mr Hazlitt has 
an interesting mention of him in the Plain Speaker, as loitering up 
the Bird-cage walk, and stopping to speak to the little children. It 
was said that the first man who was brought before him in his ma- 
gisterial capacity, was one Thomas Jones ;—a shrewd invention, if 
the name was an alias. 

Tom Jones, we believe by universal consent, is reckoned the com- 
pletest novel in the language. It is admirable for its description of 
manners, hardly less so for character, and truly epic (as the author 
delighted to think it) in the conduct and development of its plot. 
There are novels superior to it, in some one or two particulars, and 
many a late romance of intenser interest; but not one work of 
prose fiction that we are acquainted with, so complete altogether, 
and connecting all the little streams of interest into one final pur- 
pose. The hero has not much in him; but he is not the less natural 
oo that account. The author, to be sure, tells us that he was very 
clever, and so forth; but we do not see much proof of it, albeit 
he was ga!!ant and generous, and one likes him. Like most heroes 
of novels, the author is supposed to have copied him from himself; 
in which case, the wit and talents must be liberally conceded him, 
The personal resemblance is more obvious, All Fielding’s heroes 
are described as being strapping fellows with big calves and broad 
shoulders, which was Fielding’s own figure; and this, by the way, 
may give us a notion of what he intended their faces to be; con- 
sisting, probably, of noses somewhat aquiline, good potent chins, 
and a pleasant mouth turned up at the corners. 

It is curious to consider how entirely the familiarity of the name, 
Tom Jones, has been swallowed up in our respect for it. We no 
more think of Tom Jones with levity, as plain Tom, then we think 
of Ben Jonson without his laurels. Thomas Jones would sound as 
poor to us as Benjamin Jonson. 

We extract from a sensible memoir, by Mr Roscoe, a notice of 
the worldly difficulties under which Fielding laboured, and a passage 
in rhyme, in which he speaks of them, with his usual disposition to 
make the best of a bad business; a disposition not the most for- 
tunate, nor yet the most unfortunate, for himself, and surely a great 
gain to us. Nature is vindicated in the sorrows of her most admir- 
fng children ; for they give us a thousand pleasures, for every one 
of their sufferings; and if they do not die without comfort and 
without friends, they may be content. eS 


‘His attention at Westminster Hall was unremitted, and the 
estern Circuit saw him among the most regular of its legal visitors. 


* Roscoe's British Novelists. 


With Illustrations by Cruikshank. 
Pols, Vand VI, Cochrane and Co. 





But, unhappily, the little care he had taken of his constitution, the 
late hours he had kept, and his pleasures, so rarely limited by the 
suggestions of a premature lassitude, began about this time to be 
made apparent by repeated attacks of the gout. These soon became 
so severe that they prevented the possibility of his attending to the 
calls of his profession, and all the hopes which he had fairly formed 
of acquiring independence, were thus suddenly and unalterably 
clouded. Among lawyers, he had acquired a character for ability and 
research, which could hardly have failed in a few years to raise him 
to eminence. He is said to have left two manuscript folio volumes 
on Crown Law, which strikingly evince his professional talents ; but 
nothing could overcome the disadvantages under which he was 
placed by the necessity of so frequently absenting himself from the 
courts, and he was once more obliged, enjoying as he did the cha- 
racter of a rising lawyer, to have recourse to the managers of play- 
houses to provide food for his rising family. As his plays or farees 
did not produce sufficient for this purpose, he wrote pamphlets, or 
articles in newspapers and other periodicals, to make up the i 
ency, and provide for the morrow as it came. “ It will serve,” says 
Murphy, in speaking of this period of his life, “to give us an idea 
of the great force and vigour of his mind, if we consider him pur- 
suing so arduous a study, under the emergencies of family distress ; 
with a wife and children whom he tenderly loved, looking up to him 
for subsistence; with a body lacerated by the acutest pains; and 
with a mind distracted by a thousand avocations, and obliged, for 
immediate supply, to produce, almost extempore, a play, a farce, a 
pamphlet, or a newspaper.” The best picture however which has 
been given of his distress, is one from his own pen, in the form of 
an epistle to Sir Robert Walpole; and as it will serve to let the 
reader see his power as a versifier, we shall transcribe it. 


‘ While at the helm of state you ride, 
Our nation’s envy and its pride ; 
While foreign courts with wonder gaze, 
And curse those councils which they praise ; 
Would you not wonder, sir, to view 
Your bard a greater man than you ? 
Which that he is you cannot doubt, 
When you have'read the sequel out. 
You know, great sir, that ancient fellows, 
Philosophers, and such folks tell us, 
No great analogy between 
Greatness and happiness is seen. 
If then, as it might follow straight, 
Wretched to be is to be great ; 
Forbid it, gods, that you should try 
What ’tis to be so great as I! 


‘ The family that dines the latest 
Is in our street esteemed the greatest ; 
But latest hours must surely fall 
’Fore him who never dines at all. 


‘ Your taste in architect, you know, 
Hath been admired by friend and foe ; 
But can your earthly domes compare 
With all my castles—in the air ? 


* We’re often taught, it doth behove us 
To think those greater who’re above us ; 
Another instance of my glory, 

Who live above you twice two story; 
And from iy garret can look down 
On the whole street of Arlington. 


‘ Greatness by poets still is painted 
With many followers acquainted : 
This too doth in my fayour speak ; 
Your levee is but twice a week ; 
From mine [ can exclude but one day: 
My door is quiet on a Sunday. 


‘Nor in the manner of attendance, 
Doth your great bard claim less ascendance : 
Familiar you to admiration, 
May be approached by all the nation ; 
While I, like the Mogul in Jndo, 
Am never seen but at my window, 
If with my greatness you’re offended, 
The fault is easily amended ; 
For I'll come down, with wondrous ease, 
Into whatever place you please. —P. x. 














THE TATLER. 





FINE ARTS. 


TOM JONES. 

Tom Jones, in spite of its claims upon artists, has never been very 
‘fortunate in its illustrations. Notwithstanding the vivid, varied, 
highly interesting pictures it contains, but few have caught the 
attention of artists, and these have been repeated over and over 
again, in a manner too that hardly reconciles one to the repetition. 
Mr Cruikshank, the best of these illustrators, the best of the day, 
in fact, for one side of Fielding’s genius, has: seized few new points 
for illustration, and admirably as he has treated these, we wish he 
had presented us with designs upon subjects less trite. The Battle 
Royal! in the Church Yard is one of the hackneyed pictures. Mr 
Cruikshank has surely mistaken the character of Molly Seagrim. 
The Molly of the etching is an ill-looking virago, as slender as an 
ill-tempered horse. The Molly of the novel is a village beauty, of 
the coarsest and most substantial kind The crowd is fine, though 
hardly belligerent enough. The parson at the church door is a 
noble piece of safe, fat orthodoxy. Mr Cruikshank has hardly done 
better with poor Molly Seagrim, in the scene where Square is dis- 
covered in her bed-room. She is grosser, but still more iil-looking. 
Jones is very well. Square is excessively ludicrous. But this again 
is one of the old scenes. Syuire Western's rage with Tom Jones 
is glorious. The Squire is the very thing, and so is Parson Supple; 
his face and action beautifully express the difficulty he has in 
restraining the heated Squire. Jones is almost too slim. Mr 
Cruikshank forgets the part he had played in the battle with 
Thwackum. The Affrighted Sentinel is our favourite in this (the 
first) volume. The sentinel himself is a very Eneas in fear, Jones 
is capital: without anything unusual or fantastic in his dress, he is 
determined, wounded, and ghostly. 

The second volume is fronted with the old scene, Partridge’s 





would not otherwise have had ; but still maintained that it was not 
the natural appearance.* 

Now, Sir, never could there have been uttered a more erroneous 
doctrine than this, and particularly to students in art. A glance at 
the living figure which he exhibits would prove its fallacy. The 
truth is, that mere anatomists know very little of the surface of a 
well developed figure, and no two things can be more dissimilar 
than a human body in its most perfect symmetry, contrasted with 
one disrobed of its integuments. Again, the skeleton stripped of 
its muscles is still more unlike, and only exhibits the points of 
general form. 

The ancient Greeks never dissected, but studied the anatomy of 
the human figure from the surface of the bodies of those naked men 
by whom they were constantly surrounded. These forms, developed 
in such a climate as Greece, by the gyamastic exercises, displayed 
a beauty which it is dificult to meet with in modern times. Hence 
arose those wonderful models of the human form divine,—wonder- 
ful alike for accuracy as for beauty, and justly the idols of a suc. 


| cession of ages. 


The present Professor is not the first anatomist who has béen 
mistaken on this point ; and the reasoa, as I have just noticed, is 
obvious: their study is confined to the dissected subject, or to 
bodies wasted by sickness and disease. Those markings on the 
surface, which Mr Green condemned, are as true to a well-formed 
living being as art can render them. Their beauty does not hinder 
their truth. The truth ofa well-formed and healthy body, especially 
with a graceful soul to inform it, is beauty. Beauty, after all the 
wonderful usefulness displayed in the interior of man’s body, is the 
ultimate finish given to the whole by the Creator. It is for this 
evident purpose, that all the parts are filled up with c.liular mem. 
brane, and braced over with skin, so as to give an undulating line 
throughout the whole figure, at once concealing the means and 
rendering obviously delightful the end. In consequence of this 











Fauz-pas with the Gipsy. Excellent. Partridge is the very essence 
of shame, detection and habitual weakness. There are some capital 


faces among the crowd, but the women are not handsome enough, | 
and all are too light complexioned. Squire Western seizing Jones | 


at Upton is a striking design. Comfortable Supple—poor, weak, 
disastrous Partridge—the light strength of figure, the distressed 
anger of Jones—the enquiring faces of the spectators in the back- 
ground are inimitable. Western is somewhat feeble. 


The two last, Awkward Situation of Lady Bellaston, and Squire | 


Western and his Lady Cousins, are very inferior productions ; which, 
added to their extreme antiquity of representation, is somewhat 
hard upon us. Squire Western is any old gentleman ; and we have 
yet to be informed that Mrs Honour was an old lady. There is 
something in Lady Bellaston’s face, but almost nothing in her stays, 
which is most inconsistent with the burley assumption of her reju- 
venescent (want of ) character. 

The frontispiece to the first volume is Hogarth’s sketch from 
memory of Fielding after his death, This needs no! remarks 
from us. * 


CENSURE UPON ONE OF THE LECTURES OF 
MR GREEN AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


TO THE TATLER. 





enclosure of the mechanisin of the body, there is no part of the 
| surface that shows the exact form of the muscles underneath; and 
| excepting the head aud certain protuberances of bones, which serve 
as points in the construction of the figure, the skeleton never really 
| appears on the surface. All is so modulated, and appears so spread 
| on the surface, that it is impossible for uneducated eyes to discern 
| the almost imperceptible gradations by which the different substances 
| flow into one another. The part found fault with by the worthy 
| Professor, is formed into an arch by the spread of the upper por- 
| tions of the Rectus Abdominis, aided by the cellular membrane and 
the skin; and the angular form of the margin of the ribs, terminat- 
ing upwards at the end of the sternum, is never seen on the surface, 
unless on a thin subject. 





Let any one examine a man whose form 
is properly developed by exercise, and they will be satisfied that the 
| Professor’s view of the surface of the human body is erroneous, 
however great his knowledge may be of the dissected subject. The 
| error of this gentleman, in thus misdirecting the pupils, is of great 
import, and the sooner corrected the better; particularly as coming 





| from one expressly appointed to instruct, and, from his general 
| intelligence, apparently so well fitted for the office. 

I am, Sir, 

| Your Constant READER. 


SERAPIINE., 


Mr Tatier,—I attended, the other evening, a lecture at the | 


Royal Academy, delivered by Mr Green, the Professor of Anatowy. 
Mr Green is a distinguished teacher on this subject, an elegant 
scholar, and in other ways an accomplished man. 
lectures with sufficient perspicuity, and often in a flow of lancnage 
truly poetic, and delightful to the ears of his audience. But there 
is a complaint made, that he sometimes travels out of his sphere, 
in attempting to give his ideas of beauty of form in language too 
metaphysical for his hearers, particularly the younger ones, They 
say, it may be very fine, but to them it is incomprehensible. The 
point, however, to which I would call your attention, is an error 
that he committed that evening, respecting the surface or exterior 
form of the human figure; which he, as a mere anatomist, does 
not appear to have studied with sufficient attention to be enabled 
to speak upon. In describing the bones of the trunk, he pointed 
out the triangular form which appears below the sternum or breast 
bone, and is formed by the margin of the lower ribs. So far so 
good. But here he took occasion to say, that in all the ant que 
statues which he had.observed, this part was wrongly marked ; for, 
instead of the arch described on those figures below the chest, it 
ought to have been angular, like the skeleton ; at the same time he 
confessed that it gave those figures a breadth of chest, which they 


He delivers his | 


TO THE TATLER. 


Sir,—I have been this day informed by a subscriber to your 
paper, that an enquiry appeared respecting the Seraphine, anda 
reply from some person endeavouring to substitute some other 
instrument, stating that there was no invention of that name. The 
| accompanying paper will inform you of the truth ; and I feel assured, 
that you will not lend yourself to the propagation of a falsehood, but 
hasten to correct an error into which you may have been inadvert- 
ently led.—I am, Sir, 


Your obedient servant, 


J. GREEN. 

33 Soho square, Dec. 3, 1831. 

[With the above letter, we received a printed paper of some 
length, and much better written than documents of the kind ave apt 
to be; and from this paper we gather, that the Scraphine is a sort 
of miniature organ, played upon like the church organ, and com- 
bining in an extraordinary degree musical power and suitability to 
the human voice, with smallness of size.— Edit. } 





* The same was repeated in a report of his lecture in The Times. 
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FURTHERANCE OF EXPERIMENTAL DISSECTION. 


TO THE TATLER. 

Sir,—Being a constant reader of your entertaining penayworth, 
jn purchasing which [ always find Ihave made a bargain, I have 
péen much pleased in reading the letters of Junius and Non- 
Medicus respecting the disposal of our clay tenements when their 
leases expire; and I have thought that my say on the subject might 
not be unacceptable, as those gentlemen have not touched upon the 
ground of it.—So long as we are considered capable of doing any | 


mischief we are recognised as public property ; but the moment that | 
power ceases, we are kindly left to the sympathy and sorrow of our 
immediate relatives or friends; and they, influenced no less by the 
common principles of nature than by religion, while they deplore the 
loss of a Mother or Father, are excited to feelings of pious reverence | 
for their inanimate remains. —There must and ought then to be a | 
strong case made out to convince the survivors that those sympa- 
thies and affections would not be outraged by submitting their dead 
friends to the inspection of the surgeon. I think, sir, that not!only 
this might be done, but also our attachments might be enlisted on 
the side of scienee.—Suppose some surgeon or physician were to 
publish a cheap unprofessional book, demonstrating the benefits that 
had occurred to the living through his own particular examination 
of the dead,—what disease he had been enabled thereby to check or 
eradicate, and so far to lessen the sum of human misery.—Let 
another state whether he has ever mitigated or removed the pains of | 
the dropsical, consumptive, or asthmatic, by an examination of 
the effects of their diseases when the vital functions have 
ceased. — Now I, being the father of two children who are 
consumptive, and anticipating the speedy death of one, should 
rest my hopes of preserving the other upon this fact, if fact 
it could be proved; and far from hesitating to permit a dissection, | 
should of course desire it. — My case would, I apprehend, 
apply to thousands, and to almost all species of diseases : but there 
is a prevalent and a very proper feeling of disgust excited by the 
indifference, indeed almost brutality, with which this serious cere- 
mony is despatched, and particularly in the public hospitals, where 
no one would ever imagine, from the behaviour of the pupils, that 
the practice was founded upon benevolent and Christian prin- | 
ciples, or adapted to benefit society. Pray, Sir, are there any in- 
stances upon record, to your knowledge, of an unhealthy or healthy | 
medical man having bequeathed his body, or of having been given up | 
by his frieads to be dissected, for the advancement of science ? 


' 


| 
a | 
Yours, 

23 Nov. 1831. G. D. | 
[There was an instance, if we are not greatly mistaken, about a | 
year ago, when a surgeon made a special and open bequest of his | 
body to the public benefit, for the purpose of exciting emulation on | 
that Ses 


AMIENS versus JUNIUS. 





YO THE TATLER. 
Dee. 3, 1831. 

My Dear Mr Tartuer,—I have a heavy charge against you, and 
I bring it in a double right; first, that of having wished you well, 
long, very Jong before your name was Tatler; and secondly, that of 
having myself been a Tatlerite since you condescended to bestow 
that name upon us. 

I thought the Tatler’s motto was, ‘ Love and goodwill towards 
all.’ I could refer to your own early pages to prove it; but I will 
not so far insult you as to suppose that the matter can be doubted 
for a moment. | 

But if we are to have many more such letters as the Saturday | 
one of Junius Redivivus,—good bye ‘love,’ farewell ‘ goodwill ;’ 
and instead of ‘ towards all, the finale will be ‘ against all” If! 
Mr William Cobbett is really to figure in the pages of the kind. | 
hearted Tatler, pray let us have the name, as well as the nature of | 
the man displayed ; and publish an erratum of ‘ for Junius Redivi- 
tus’ read ‘ William Cobbett, as soon as possible. 

I cannot spare the time, nor you probably the space, to point out 
the coppery vein that runs throvgh the whole of Junius’s last let- 
ter: nor indeed is it necessary, when we find it to be a sneer from 
beginning to end. A few of the strongest points will suffice to 
shew what I mean, and how the spirit of the Tatler has been 
violated by its insertion. The great pervading sneer of the 
letter is founded on Mr Wakefield’s having run away with an 
heiress; and according to this auto-da-fé correspondent of yours, 





that fact (some five or six years old) has for ever damned Mr W. as 


a useful member of society, and thrown such an irretrievable slur on 
his morals, that no expiation can re-establish him. Believe me, I am 
no defender of Mr Wakefield’s Gretna Green projects; for I have 
a dear little wife of my own, who loves me and the Tatler, and who 
may one day present me with daughters that shall not go to Gretna 
Green if [can help it: but at the same 'time I thank Heaven that 


| Lam neither Bishop enough nor Junius enough to have come to the 


conclusion that an offence against morals can never be redeemed ; 
and surely, surely, the publication of the experience gained during the 


_due punishment for a previous fault is as just and proper an offering 
'towards a peace-making with society as any offender can make, 
provided it be presented with a desire that the public shall benefit 


by it; and I do not find that even Junius calls in question the 


'motive, though he doubts the soundness of the views. 


I also doubt the soundness of those views ;—I have no appre- 
_hension of the standing army of 90,000 thieves that are waiting >for 
_abonfire; but at the same time I feel indebted to Mr Wakefield 
for having given us some important facts, in spite of his having 
built upon them a superstructure, the architecture of which I do 


, not profess to admire. 


But Junius, after having whetted his sneer-graver on the grind- 
stone of Mr W.’s pamphlet, next proceeds to pick out the character 


_of poor Louis Philippe, who appears to have fallen within his indig- 


nation for ordering a million of francs worth of hangings, to relieve 
the poor weavers of Lyons, Pray, Mr Tatler, be so good as to 
read your correspondent’s anathemas against the King of ‘ our 


_ lively neighbours’ once again, and let us know how you can account 


for the strange perversion of mind which makes that monstrous 


| which, according to his own shewing, is at worst only an ill-judged 


act of charity. 
And finally, to crown all this ill blood that he has let out of his 


| veins through his pen, he says, ‘I am happy to see that you have 


taken the same view as myself.’ 
your honours elect ! 
Perhaps it is hardly worth adding, that nearly the whole of the 


I wish you joy, Mr Tatler, of 


| first paragraph of Junius’s letter is founded on an article in last 


Sunday’s (Nov. 27) Examiner,—that the tirade against the French 
King is pretty well a cramhé repetita out of O. P. Q.’s letters in the 
| Morning Chronicle,—and that Mr E. G.Wakefield is not ‘a leader of 


, the National Union,’ your William Cobbett having mistaken another 
| Mr Wakefield (his brother, I understand) for the real Simon Pure. 


Wishing you beth health and success, 
I am yours, 
AMIENS. 








THE ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS, REGENT’S PARK. 


TO THE TATLER. 

Permit me, Sir, to draw your attention to what I conceive to be 
an act of illiberality on the part of the Zoological Society, in ad- 
mitting none but members to their delightful gardens on a Sunday. 
In my opinion, were the Society to proceed upon a totally different 
| plan, and grant free admittance to all, especially to the poorer 
classes, on that day, their popularity would be materially increased, 
and their funds, | would venture to predict, would suffer no diminu- 
tion. As it is now, the working classes—the ‘ clever uneducated’ I 
should rather say—are completely deprived the pleasure of visiting 
these gardens, for, setting aside the requisite one shilling, on week 
days, they are coupelled to follow their several callings, and then 
on Sundays—the only time they can devote a few hours to relaxa- 
tion—they are unable to enter for either love or money! There is 
likewise, I suspect, but am not positive, some absurd regulation 
concerning dress, as if ¢iat had anything in common with the amuse. 
ment and instruction which the gardens would afford them ! 

How differently do they conduct such affairs in Paris! There, 
the poorest mechanic, as well as the greatest lord, can ramble at 
leisure through the Jardin des Plantes, and inspect its magnificent 
Museum ;—he can view the paintings of deceased artists in the 
Luxembourg, and those of living ones at the Louvre, without ex- 
pense: in a word, he can do a hundred pleasant and profitable 
things which are utterly unknown and impossible here. It is a 
melancholy fact, that we are far behind the French in everything 
relating to the amusement and instruction of the People. 

Your daily Reader, 


November 29th. R. 8. T. 








PERFORMANCES OF LAST NIGHT. 
Daury-Lang.—Richard I11.—Hyder Ali. 
Covent-GarDEN.—Pizarro—The Blind Boy. 
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MISCELLANIES. 


— Many people, in reasoning on the pas- 
sions, make a continual appeal to common sense. 
But passion is without common sense; and we must 
frequently discard the one in speaking of the other.— 
Hazlitt. 


A Pueasant Arritiation.— There was a 
eertain nobleman who had to wife a gentlewoman of 
equal parentage and great beauty, of whom he had 
some doubts. He had by her a beautiful boy. One 
day when this child was on the mother’s knee, she 
observed her husband sigh and look uneasy, and de- 
manded of him what had disturbed him. Sighing 
again, he replied, ‘I would give one half of my 
lands to be as sure that this boy were mine, as thou 
art that he is thine.” With a countenance unchanged 
she answered, ‘ Truly, it shall not cost thee sucha 
price ; give me an hundred acres of pasture land, 
whereon to feed my cattle, and | will resolve thee in 
this matter.’ Then sending for such noblemen and 
gentlemen as dwelt near at hand, and causing her 
husband to repeat his promise in their presence, she 
held up her infant boy in her arms, and turning 
towards the company, said, ‘Is this indeed my own 
child ?? And when they all answered, ‘ Yes,’ she 
stretched forth her arms, and delivered him to her 
husband,—* Here,’ said she, * take bim, I give him 
thee freely, and now be assured he is thine!’ Those 
who stood by broke forth in laughter, gave jndgment 
on the woman's side, and by all their verdicts con- 
demned the husband.— Petrarch's View of Human 
Ife. 


More Comrort AGAINST THE CHOLERA.— 
We can assure our readers, on indisputable au‘hority, 
that the cholera is regarded in the Austrian and 
Prussian capitals with comparative indifference, and 
that the strongest feeling is indignation against those 
weak men who have endeavoured to render it a stalk- 
Ang-horse for populat alarm. That a similar feeling 
prevails at Hamburgh is apparent from the subjoined 
passage in a letter from a most respectable individual 
m that city, dated on the 29th of last month.—* No 
alteration has been made here, except in the hours for 
holding the Exchange, and for despatching the mail ; 
indeed, one should almost be led to doubt whether 
such a thing as an epidemic was amongst our visitors, 
The disease evinces a keen partislity for the wretched 
creatures, whose dissolute conduct, drunkenness, and 
vagabond way of life predispose them to imbibe it.’ 
To these ‘ words of comfort’ we may add, that, at 
St Petersburgh, according to advices of the 22nd of 
last month, the cholera had subsided. after carrying 
off 4701 individuals out of a population of 461,000! 
Would none of these have died a natura! death 
during the ten weeks of this choleri’ infliction? With 
all this, we remain the advocates of rational precau- 
tions, the most efficient of which are sobriety, clean- 
liness, and the avoiding of unwhvlesome food.— 
At 


Eneiisn Aristocracy AND Poor.—When 
the late Grand Duke of W— was in England, he 
was seized with the desire to travel lone and incog- 
nito by the ‘ stage ;’ as a means of becoming more | 
intimately acquainted with English lite. It amused 
him much. The next morning, however, he was not 
a little surprised, when the ‘ Boots’ brought him bis 
clothes, at his saying, ‘ 1 hope your Royal Highness | 
slept well last night.’ He thought, however, he | 
might have misunderstood, and taking no notice of 
the thing, centinued his journey on the outside. The | 
next morning, the same title. He now enquired into | 
the matter, and found that a card with his name and | 
rank was stitched to the inside of his cloak, and had | 
destroyed his incognito. What struck him the most | 
doubtless was, that people troubled themselves so 
little whether a German Sovereign Prince sat on the 
top of the stage coach or not. ‘The common people 
in England care little about rank,—about foreign 
rank, nothing. Itis only the middle classes that are 
servile: they are delighted to talk to a foreign noble- 
man, because they are delighted to get at their own 
haughty aristucracy. The English nobleman, even 
the least of the Lords, in the bottom of his heart | 
thinks himself a greater man than the King of France, 
— German Prince. 
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JUKES ON LAVEMENTS, 
This day is published, price 5s., 

On INDIGESTION and COSTIVENESS, 
With Hints to both Sexes on the leportnnt, safe, and efiica- 
cious means of relieving Diseases of the Digestive Organs by 
Lavements, including Directions for the selection and use of 
Apparatusses for their Administration; aud the best Medicinal 
Preparations for intestinal and other Injections. To which 
is added, Observations on the mode of preserving Health and 
prolonging Life, by Air, Exercise, Sleep, Clothiug, &c,; in 

cluding many useful Family Prescriptions, The whole illus- 
trated by Wood E 


THEATRICALS FOR THIS EVENING, 


DRURY LANE. | 


Rosstni’s Opera of 
The Barber of Seville, 





Rosina ° ° - Mrs Wood 
Marcellina ° - « Miss Rassell 
Jacintha. . + Mrs Mapleson 
Count Alimaviva (Isttime) . Mr Wood 
Doctor Bartolo (first time) . Mr Seguin 
Figaro (first time) 3°. . MrH. Phillips 
Basil . c - . Mr Bedford 
Fiorello. . - MrS. Jones 
Argus . « «. Mr Ross 
Tallboy . . - Mr Eaton 
Officer : . - Mr Newton 
Notary ‘© « Mr Honner 


After which, 


The Scape Goat. 
Harriet . . - Miss Crawford 
Molly Maggs. - « Mrs Orger 
Ignatins Polyglot . - Mr Farren 


To conclude with the Rev. J. Town iey’s Farce of 
High Life Below Stairs. 
Kitty 7 . - Mrs Humby 
Lady Bab’s Maid . Mrs Orger 


Lady Charlotte’s Maid « Miss Cherry 
Coo : ° - Mrs Broad 
Cloe . . « « Mrs East 
Lovel ° . - Mr Cooper 
Freeman ° « « Mr Brindal 
Philip ° . - Mr Andrews 
Tom . . « « Mr Tayleure 
Duke's Servant. - Mr Balls 

Sir Harry’s Servant - Mr Harley 


—_—— 


To-morrow, Masaniello; and Hyder Ali- 





COVENT GARDEN. 


The Opera of 


Artaxerxes. 
Mandane (3rd appearance) Miss Shirreff 
Semira ° - « Miss Horton 
Artaxerxes (3rd time) Miss H. Cawse 
Arbaces (3rd time). Mr Wilson 
Artabanes ‘ Mr Braham 
Rimeues . Mr Henry 





e*-8 © 


° 
Alter which, a New Farce, ealled 


Country Quarters. 


Madame Valcour . - Miss Taylor 


Juha. ‘ ° Miss Stohwasser 
Finette é - Miss Poole 
Mr Desargus. . Mr Bartley 
Captain Valcour . - Mr Abbott 
Bounce . rs Mr Wrench 


Previous to the Farce, Mehnl’s Overture ‘ D'Une 
Folie.’ 
To conclude with Mr Kenney’s New Farce, called 


The Irish Ambassador. 
Lady Emily Delauney - Miss EF. Tree 
Isabella ‘ - Miss Taylor 
The Grand Duke ‘ Mr Diddear 
Prince Rodolph_ Mr Abbott 
Count Morenos - «+ Mr Bartley 
Barou Lowincraft . Mr I. Matthews 
Sir Patrick O’Plenipo - Mr Power 
Olmutz P « «. Mr Barnes 
Herman . - Mr Irwin 





To morrow, The Revenge ; 
sador. 








QUEEN’S. 
For the Benefit of Messrs Attwood and Healy. 
An Operatic Piece, entitled 
The Barber. 
‘ - « Miss George 
- Miss H. Phillips 
Mr Hie!d 
Mr Healey 
Mr Green 
After which, a MISCELLANEOUS CONCERT. 
To “a will be added, 
ncog,. 
Fanny ‘ ° Mrs Prina 
To conclude with 


Rosina 
Marcellina 
Count Almaviva 
Fiorello ‘ 
Figaro > ° 





ogravines. 
a | EDWARD JUKES, Surgeon, 
nventor of the Stomach Pump. 
Second Edition, with considerable Additions and Extra Plates 
Loudon ; EFFINGHAM WILSON, 88 Royal Exchange. , 


The L 

mag Marat” hl Privete Life. 
Agnes . - Mrs Hield 

Emily Goodall : - Miss Oman 
Fitzharding . . Mr Norton 
Goodall. ‘ « Mr Dillon 





ROYAL OLYMPIC. 





’ The Burletta of 
The Chaste Salute, 


Baroness de Blancbec Miss Stuart 


Madame Thibaut - Miss Forde 
Lucille < - «+ Miss Fitzwalter 
Colonel Derville . - MrHorn 
Thibaut ‘ » « Mr Collier 
Philippe. - - Mr Worrell 


After which, a Burletta, called 
The Widow. 


Susan . ‘ . Miss Patterson 

The Widow Dashington . Madame Vestnis 
| Augnstus Gallopade - Mr Liston 

Frank Rhapsody Mr J. Vining 





| Col. Marsden ° 
| Conanchet “ oe 


} 
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and The Irish Ambas- | 


| Cinderella ‘ 


Trusty 3 ‘ - Mr Gough 


Benjamin Crawl ° Mr W. Vining 
Bond - 5 Mr Sherriff 
To which will be added, the Burletta of 
Gervase Skinner, 
Sophia Meanwell . - Miss Crawford 
Laura Marston - « Miss Pincott 
Mrs Higgins a - Miss Stnart 
Charles Meanwell » « Mr J. Vining 
Sir George Hopeful - Mr Raymond 
Mr Wilson « MrW. Vini 
Mr Higgins ‘ » Mr Worrell 
Gruff . Mr Bland 


Mr Liston 
To conclude with a Burletta, under the tith of 


Olympic Revels. 


Madame Vestris 


Gervase Skinner 


Pandora 





ADELPHI. 
Mr Bucxstone’s Burletta, called 


Victorine. 





Victorine . ‘ Mrs Yates 
Elise . “ . « Mes Fitzwilham 
Sophie . Mrs Gallot 

; Alexandre ‘ ~ « Mr Yates 
César Chanieloupe . Mr OO, Smith 
Mr Bonassus . Mr J. Reeve 
Blaise ‘ e «. Mr Buckstone © 
Michael e ‘i Mr Hemmings 


After which, Mr Bernarn's New Burletta, eatled 


The Wept of the Wish=- 

ton Wish. 
Hope Gongh ° - Mile Celeste 
Faith . ‘ » « Miss Daly 
Abundance ° « Mrs Daly 
Major Gough Mr Downe 
Captain Heathcote - Mr Gallot 
Satisfaction Shunks - » Mr J. Reeve 

. Mr Bemmings 

Mr O. Smith 


To conclude with Mr Bucxsrone’s Burlesgoe of 
Hiyder Ali. 
The Tiger Cat : : 


Mrs Fitz wiltkam 
The Lion, with Songs 


Mr J. Reeve 
The tiger, with Words Mr Wilkinson 
Hyder Ali. Mr S. Smith 
Sadhusing . Mr Gallot 


SURREY. 
A New Operatic Fairy Tale, entitled 
Cinderella. 
. Miss Somerville 
Miss Vincent 
Mrs C. Hill 
Mr Edwin 


Vixenella ° . 
Flirtilla ” ‘ 
Prince Floridor of Salerno . 
Zelidor - « Mr Ransfosd 
The Baron FerozoPomposo Mr C. Hill 
Flippertonio .- Mr Vale 
Aruolpbe . . MrTully 
Beto. + . Mr Rogers 


After which, the Melo-Drama of 


. The Idiot Witness. 
Gilbert : ° . MrElton 


To conclude with the Drama, entitled 


The Lady of the Lake. 


James Fitzjames . «- MrElton 








Cosurc.—Adorni the Deformed — Red 
Rover—Frederick of Prussia. 


City Tueatre. — The Enchanted Isle— 





Eily O’Connor— Two Bears. 





Published by 
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R. Seton, at the Tatler Office, 2S 
addr Jatherine street, Strand ; at 
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